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like hooks in your collar bones 


drop that mother. GUTTER shit out of the flophouse. 
gonna twist your masticating crow horn into a new rainbow. 
blowout your townhouse with firehose squadrons high on 
gasoline. that'll fuck you up. swing your bosoms. people 
like it when you do that. so just fucking do it you dennis 
rodman. a dwarfism said to me once, “hey clock flasher. 
you gotta roll with the slugs to become one of us.” OKAY 
YOU BOOTY MASTER. just get ready for the countdown. 
twenty twenty sixty-nine flux. here’s the inflection. floral 
brainwash doesn’t work in the majors. shut that never 
medicine flipper up. clash fort. mash bell. drink bliss. kiss 
me. the street’s empty. kiss me. 

turn lane dance floor. kiss me. 


sham, locke, whorez 


soldier shast black not wrotist you mickey shure forklift 
nah. you okay. nah. you lorkinshire terrier. pencil dick. wet 
one blows down/ tna fhe THAT is a dna strand. illegal one. 
mhmm. hey baby you wear lip gloss? i do too. hawt like a 
crotch in a tea kettle. oh linger. mandarin mandy let's 
fantasy. carpal.,. kill. errk.visage see gore slop baster 
WILLY. corrupt hillz junk burn syllable word freeze met girl 
in partitioned hard drive. yeah we were downloaded 
towards one another. didn’t hear it coming. would you have 
expected such a thing from a frosty slap boar. jail morde 
quail mog. OH GIVE IT. urshi. that 

you? bip-bip yr gone. 


you’ve got yourself a bloodhound 


that’s a massive syndicate you got running down there in 
the bayou. i said, “honey. you ain't got no bayou.” 
“burger, that’s toast shortage.” 

“try grafting that to your asshole.” 

i was down by the bayou and a lurker came up to me and 
nibbled on my cock-roach. now that’s not funny. it’s the 
middle of november. the grass is all brown and nasty. and 
a lurker comes up to you. not good news janet. i said, “lip 
sync it. nobody will know.” 

he knew though. he knew. i said, “just give it a shot. give 
them a show.” so he took his arm out of the sling and threw 
a bullet my way. so fast i didn’t see it coming. what 
happened next was a show for sure. 


“yeah. Okay.” 


that’s a fresh new shame. aren’t you embarrassed? you 
should be. i like how your bullfrogs fuck with the rest of the 
ecosystem. let’s just pretend the world was flat. it would 
make more sense to me. it would be okay. you know. if the 
worlds rates lowered. and all those problems didn’t happen 
because the rates were so low that everything just got slow 
and eventually stopped. everything should stop. let’s just 
take a breather for the rest of existence. you know. a 
breather. i got a water bottle for you. take it. it'll feel good. 
go ahead. we're all drinking from the same one. one of us 
happens to have small pox. we're all gonna die. 


rose clips juxtafuck 


let’s say you all crossed your lips to the time when it wasn’t 
worthwhile to speak like a crow you fucking nagging lint 
ball. wrist battles told me your calculated replies weren’t an 
excuse to shitfuck and get cholera. but yet you still 
shitfucked. and you still got cholera. your flaps will forever 
be torn and tattered to the point at which they won't catch 
wind anymore. 

if i spoke the way you did i wouldn’t be here anymore. so 
keep gurgling your water. i hope you die from it. 


slush aids delinquency 


carefully he said. carefully. i don’t want you to scratch the 
edges! please he said. please. i don’t want her cloth 
garments to become torn and tattered and to reveal any 
areas that would be considered as a breach of her 
modesty. but i said hornicator. you don’t need to worry 
about that here. we’re using modern lynching techniques 
for our outbound kill patients. 

he told me they were victims. i said they were patients. the 
public said they weren’t worth it. 


“he’s on the shoreline bleeding from 
the neck” 


mom told me i was blair. i grew up on the hard work of my 
father. he was a fuck you man. i was always more of a 
mama’s boy. but that father. yeah he’d say fuck you no 
problem. he was a kid once. 

“tex. empty the trash.” 

“that slop? fuck you.” 

“go to your room.” 

“nah. fuck you.” 

and that’s how he lived. all day. everyday. until he fucked 
my mom and had me. she was a corner prostitute. she 
said, “you owe me.” 

“nah. fuck you.” 

“my pussy isn’t free, you know.” 

“that slop? fuck you.” 

my mom always said i was on the house. but dad always 
said i was for the house. he never finished paying off that 
mortgage. told those boys, “fuck you.” glass all broken. he 
was driving around at night with smashed headlights. 


“let’s get you shirtless” 


the hunnies always said you were personal but they never 
told me exactly how blazed you were. “i have a letter for 
you.” yeah. right. like a prattle tale. you roach. you tesh. 
you feat. we’re going to have to ditch you. jersey momma. 
let’s get it on. NO. let’s get it off. get shucking. start 
sucking. cornmeal. WALTER KRYPTONITE. see ya later 
pizza slice. my neighbor is having a crotch roast. come 
along. meet the locals. fix that popcorn. the popcorn is 
broken. fix your popcorn. grandma get out. let’s roll around 
on the floor and makeout. you and me. bottled up and 
ready to explode. kick, punch. it’s all in the mind. chop 
chop. onion. rallz. rallz. rallz. take it fresh make it less lost 
boss shots word knots bleached girls. too white for the 
taking. too fresh for the filling. like cookie dough. bakers go 
swift. a word of mention, caution. tuck in that buttermouth 
lest you be thrown to shark. shark. Shark. 


forlorn trixie lacerations 


you so shiny cool like a brand new vehicle on a traincar 
waiting to be stolen. and the horse comes up and says 
BOWOWOW i steal cars! yeah! and where i come from it 
never rains! and where the poor little contenders go up 
against the champions we don’t say cheer cheer we say 
lost and found come on out! lost and found come on out! 
get it where the water’s hot and don’t forget to write me 
back a long letter of commitment! use both sides and both 
directions to be absolutely sure that you haven't wasted a 
moment's notice. and then send it all the way past through 
the undersea conduit into my flower vase 

of communications. i'll say how dee doo! i hate you all so 
very much. 


shroud has hearts 


i figured your windowCORE would work as a model for my 
new weight training program. however it did not come out 
as expected. i can’t seem to find the tools for under 
appreciated sonicisms. i heard they only come in pairs. 
and pairs are a hard thing to grow... if you know what i 
mean. and the way i see it this is only the beginning. we're 
all a cakewalk bound by tired little workers churning out 
miles and miles of fiber optic chains. i think we need to 
learn the ways of waves. this is a cute way to find a signal. 
put on your makeup and do your hair all pretty because 
we’re going to find some waves honey. 
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witches asunder! 


WOW SO LIKE i totally had superb adventures!! they were 
AWESOME. like i went to this deal and that deal and all 
the other deals. and i came out on top! yeah! i'll share an 
experience AVEC TOI> 


and so like this horse jocky who had too much kool-aid 
spiked with beer. yeah beer-aid is what we called it. he had 
it all and then was like throwing up in my hair and i was like 
eww d00d YOU SO GROSS> and then he SNEAKILY 
slipped me this roofie and i was like oh dear you're gonna 
rape me now. i can’t control my body and i don’t know 
what’s happening because of this roofie. and then he 
poured GHB all over my nostrils and i totally watched him 
rape the roofie out of my system. i was thankful for that. he 
was really looking out for me so later that afternoon i said it 
was okay that he vomited all over newly trimmed hair. 
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fill her up 


you know what that means. yeah you do you totally know 
what fill her up means. fill her up with what? you know. i 
know you do. but the question is just how full should i fill 
her? all the way? no. not “all the way.” we never fill her up 
all the way. almost all the way? no. not “almost all the way.” 
more than half way? no not “more than half way.” half way? 
closer. but no not “half way.” we drain her to “half way.” SO 
THIS IS THE CLIMAX. if we empty her to half way, but 
don’t ever fill her up to half way or above... what can we do 
with her? we can’t do anything. and that’s what this is all 
about. doing nothing. 
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it’s been FIVE years of LOW quality 


yeah so i was like totally like laying down some sweet 
beats on the old skins and like the BASS DRUM head 
BROKE. IT JUST POPPED> completely and utterly. i'm 
surprised MILK didn’t come out! and i was like oh god 
fucking damn shit BASTARD why did you do this to me?! 
now i can’t play much dance rhythms for the masses! and 
so i cried for hours and hours and eventually i got the 
strength to get out of my underground LAIR and go to my 
room. where i cried more. and then in the afternoon... i got 
up and went to the local drum store. and i was like HEY 
MAN> my drum shit broke! i need a new one. AND he was 
like... this is horrible. you're a horrible person to keep your 
stuff in such bad condition... AND THEN i was like dude i 
only buy this shit when it breaks. and he’s like DON"T YOU 
KNOW THAT FUNKY BEATS ARE OUT OF STYLE?! and i 
was about to get all violent to the max but i kept my cool 
and was like... “but mine are four to the floor.” 
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nantucked whaleboner 


you move your two beat bumble breasts like a disgruntled 
nantucket whaleboner. shoplift that sack and cut it open. 
we need some seamen in this port. they remember the 
days when they were quick tempered and irrational and 
had worries. you know, when you’d get so upset and you’d 
try to do something about it because you knew it could be 
better. sometimes it would get a little self-destructive. every 
emotion was all or nothing. you go out and kill. harpoon 
hits skull. in a couple years you'll find yourself sifting 
through broken beer bottles on the beach. it bothers you 
but you’re okay. a year ago you'd die for it but you're okay. 
somehow it’s not working in your favor. you’re a real 
stowaway now. 
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faxd point vanished 


daily greetings from the pleasure villain. a blessed ranger 
floored the grafted metal shrine. the plants uncle grew in 
his room have matured and are worth more than my life. 
three hours spent getting dirty and wet and shredded my 
paycheck like choking a daughter in china except this was 
more hateful and afterwards i got punched in the teeth by 
my own fist and my receding gum couldn't protect me from 
this so my mouth is mangled and my canines are angled in 
a way that says, "this guy's fucked for life; i bet he's 
depressed." 


the teacher taught about incest. the custodian said it was 
unnatural and irrational but if two kids screwed and 
happened to be sibs, nothing bad could happen besides a 
genetic disadvantage. the custodian was drinking wine and 
scratching your asshole with our broken plastic toys. the 
teacher taught pupils how to break a bottle and use the 
remains to soften flesh and open veins. two kids born 
together tickle identical nerves and the symmetry makes 
everyone watching squirm. nobody can figure out which 
side is the most stimulating. 
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fish milk ass 


the fish is gonna drink milk out of her ass? omg you're a 
genius 

and then he's gonna drink the milk out of the fish from her 
ass 
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